The T ragtdie 

Thoubaftcald me all theft bi tet name?. 

Qu.Mar. Why fo I did ,bui lookc for no re,ly : 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. Tis done by me and ends by iJMargret. 

Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your felfe, 

Qn Poore painted Qtieepe, vaineflourifhofmy for. 

Why ftrewft thou .ugar one that botledfpider, tune: 

Whofe deadly web mfnareth thee about? 

Foole foole thou whetft a knife to kill thy felfe, 

The time will cpme wh$n thou (halt wifla for me, 

To helpe thee curfe that poilbncd bunch backt toade. 

Haft. Falfc boding woman , end thy frantick curfe. 
Lead totby harme thou moue our patience. 

Qm. M.Jroulc i'liatne vpon you, you haue all mou’d mine. 
j?». Were you well fem’d you would be taught your duty. 
Qu.Ma. T o feru; me well, you fhould doe tnc duty, 
Teach mee to bee your Qucenc, and you my fubie&s : 
Obferueme well and teach your fclues that dutie. 

T)orf. Difpute not with her (he is lunatique. 

Qm.Ma Peace matter Marquette, you are malapert. 

Your fire-new ttampe of honour is fcarce currant : 

O that your young nobility could judge. 

What t’were tolcroft it and be mifeiablc ? 

They that, ttand high, haue many blafi s to fhake them, 
And ifthey fall they dafti them to pecccs. 

Glo. Good counfell matry, learne it,Iearne it Marques, 
Dor/. Ittoucheth youf my Lord) as much as roe. 

Glo. Yea.and much more.but I was berne fo high, 

Our aiery buildcth in the C atdats top, 

Ard dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne . 

j Qtt.Afa, Hnd turues the Sunnc to fludc, alas, alas, 
Witncs my funne now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright ou: Aiming beames, thy cloudy wrath, 
Hath in etemall darkenefle foulded vp .• 

Your aiety buildcth in our acirics neaft. 

O God that feett it, doe not fuffer it : 
ji$ it was won with blood, loll be it fo. 

Buck.. Haue done for fhame, if not for charity, 
j Qh. M.Yxgc neither charity nor fhame to me. 



^/Richard the Third. 

V, charitably with me haue you dealt, 

^nd ftiamefully by you my hopes arebutchered, 

M v charity is outrage, life my Thame, 

|2d in my fhame /hall liue my forrowes rage. 

* ^n'jjar. O princely 'Buckingham, I will kiflc thy hand, 
]n hgne of league and amity with tl-.ee : 

Now fatre befall thee and thy Princely houle 
Thv garments are not fpotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compafle of my curie. 

Back Nor none heere tor curfes neuet pafl« 

The iips of them that breath them in the aire. 

Qa.AUr He not belecuebut they attend the skic, 
there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when he fatmes he bites,and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee tc death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him; 

Sinne,dcath,and hell haue fct their roarkes on him. 
y/nd al! their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckingham} 

Buck Nothing that Irefpcft mygratious'Lord. 

Ott Mar . What doett thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
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^nd footh the diucll that I warnc thee from ? 

0 but rem-mber this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poorc Margret was a Prophetcfle ; 

Liue each of you, the fubieft of his hate, , 

y^ndhe to you, and all of you to Gods. i i 

Haft. My haire doth ttand an end to heereher cijHes. 
%ju . And fo doth mine, I wonder fbees at liberty ? 
Glo- I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I tepent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrongs 

1 Was too hot to doe fomc body good, 

That is to cold in thinking one it now : 

Marry as for Clarence , hee is well repayd, 

Cj 


Exit .. 
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